TheT rAgtdk of Hamkt 

Lear. By whorae, by beau n I’le be refolued. 

king Let him goe Gertred,3Wiy, I fcare him not, 

There’s fo ch diuinitie doth wall a king, 

That treafon dares not lookcon. 

Lrt him goe (jertred^ihsX your father is murdred, 

T’is true, and we moft fory for it, 

Being the chiefeft pillcr of our ftate: 

Therefore will you like a moft defperate gamftej, 

S woop-ftakc-like,draw at friend, and fbe,and all? 

Lear. To his good friends thus wide I’le ope mine arms, 
And locke them in my hart,butto his foes, 

I will no reconcilement but by bloud. 

king W hy now yoti fpeake like a moft louing (bnne: 

A nd that in (bule we (brrow for for his death. 

Your fclfe ere long fhall be a witnefle, 

Meanc while be patient, and content your fclfc. 

Enter Ofelia as kef ore, 

Lear. Who’s Ofelia? O my dccre fifter I 
I’ft pofliblc a yong maides life. 

Should be as mortall as an olde tnap ifawe?, 

O hcau’ns thcmfelucs! how now Ofelia? 

Of el. Wei God a mercy, I a bin gathering of floureist 
Hcrc,here is rew for you, 

Y ou may call it hearb a grace a Sundayes, 

Hecre’s feme for me too : you muft wcare your rew 
With a difference, there’s a dazie. ,, 

H ere Lone, there’s rofemary for you 
For remembrance ; I pray Louc remember, 

And there’s panfeyfor thoughts. 

Lear. A document in marines, thoughts/emcmbraocet 
O GodjO Godl 

Ofelia T here is fcnnell for you,T would a giu’n you 
Somer'iolcts, but they .nil withered, when ; 

My father died : alas,they fay the ovvle was J 

A Bakers daughter, we fee what we arc, 

But can not tell what we ftnall be. 

For 



Prince of Denmark. 

For bonny fwcetc Robin is all my ioy . 

Lear. Thoughts & affliftions,tormcnt$ worfe than hell. 
Ofel. Nay Louc,l pray you make no words of this now: 
I pray now, you fhall fing a downc, 

And you a downc a, t’is a the Kings daughter 
And the falfc ftcward,and if any body 
Askc you of any thing, fay you this. 

^Tomorrow is faint Valentines day, 

All in the morning betime. 

And a maide at your window. 

To be your Valentine: 

. The yong man rofe, and dan’d h'ls clothes. 

And dupt the chamber doorc. 

Let in the maide, that out a maide 
Neucr departed more. 

Nay I pray marke now, 

By giflc,and by faint Charitie, 

Away, and fie for fliamc: 

Yong men will,doo’t when they come too l* 

By cockethey arc too blame. 

Quoth fhe, before you tumbled me. 

You promifed me to wed. 

So would I a done, by yonder Sunne, 

If thou hadft not come to my bed. 

So.God be with you all, God bwy Ladies. 

God bwy you Louc. exit Ofelia, 

Lear. Gricfevpongricfe, my father murdered. 

My fifter thus diftraffed: 

Curfed be his foule that wrought this wicked aff . 

kmg Content you good Leartes for a time. 

Although 1 know your griefe is as a (loud, 

Brimmc full of forrow, but forbeare a while, 

Andthinke already the reuenge is done 
.On him that makes you fuch a haplcffc fbnne. 

Lear. Yoii baue preuail’d my Lord, a while I’lc ftriuc, 

X 0 bury griefe within a tombe of wrath, 
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